Your conscience lately 
lacerated? Jews fought 
by law & lyric, too 


late to aid those Blacks 
who swung at dives 
of nightclubs, 


& from Southern trees. 
In posher digs, NYC, 
Jazz Club in a top hotel, 


Billie Holiday sings Strange 
Fruit, first entering through 
steamy kitchen--so as to 


not offend their whitest, 
civil, opulent guests in 


the liberal lobby, (conserva- 
tively, though, furnished). 


Kid, me, New Haven, hearing 
jump-rope rhymes like 


“Oh say can you see 
any bedbugs on me?” 


Stopped caddying at the 
country club where Anglos, 
only, played, for 


Kike one where the guys 
tipped infinitely better. 


But that was then. 


The Unjust presently 
would probably demur 


re hanging you from trees-- 
despite your coloration. 


So, if your child gets filigreed 
accidentally by right- 


eous murderers for just 
cause--her guts 


left dangling from 
a chain-link fence? 


One’'ll laugh 


(after decent interval) “Your brat 


never really looked better!” 


Am | saying life, 
STILL, sweeter now 


than then? OR? That 
| must learn better 
how to take the JOKE? 


The girls finishing up, 
Faster Double-Dutch! 
Arms & glistening eyes 


empurpled in 
early evening’s light 


“..1f you can, take a few 
for the red, white & blue!” 


Kid-parody. Not so funny 
in adult worlds, so-called. 


Or to those patriots 
who lived &, 


died for us, in hel- 
lish foreign holes...well, 


WTF! Home of Brave- 
ly Free--& even, would 
you believe?--SOUL 


nowadays! So it’s said...& said &... 
In This Alleged Country! 


